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Attacked by the 
Mau Mau 


A group of Seventh-day Adventists 
in Africa were worshiping God under a 
tree one Sabbath afternoon when a man 
stepped out from the bushes not far away 
and handed their deacon a paper. Turning 
quickly, he disappeared again into the 
bushes. 

The deacon, who was in charge of the 
meeting, read aloud what was written on 
the paper. “You must stop holding your 
meetings, or you will all be killed.” It was 
signed, “The Mau Mau.” 

Those Adventists knew very well who 
the Mau Mau are. They are part of a tribe 
in Africa who hate Christians. In secret 
meetings, hidden in the jungle, new mem- 
bers promise to kill Christians. As they take 
the oath the eyes of a freshly killed goat 
watch them from a table. 

The deacon asked, “What shall we do?” 

“We will go on worshiping God,” said 
one of the oldest members. 

“Amen! Amen!” said the others. 


A long line of fierce-looking savages filed out of 
the bushes and surrounded the group of Adventists. 








“Good for you,” said the deacon. “We 
shall be faithful, unto death if necessary.” 
They went on with the meeting, and next 
week they met under the tree as usual. 

They had the song service, singing as 
well as people can when they know they 
may be killed in a few minutes. And noth- 
ing happened. They relaxed. Perhaps the 
Mau Mau had just been trying to frighten 
them. 

All of a sudden men ran out of the 
bushes and surrounded them, waving spears, 
guns, and wicked-looking knives. They 








grabbed the deacon. “Didn’t you get ou i a 


message, telling you to stop holding Chris- 
tian meetings?” 

“Yes,” replied the deacon. 

“Why didn’t you stop?” 

“Because we must worship God.” 

“Then we shall do what we said we 
would.” Instantly the deacon was cut to 
pieces as the helpless church members 
watched. 

“We shall not kill the rest of you to- 
day,” said the leader. ‘“‘Let this be a warning 
to you. Hold no more meetings.” 

Abruptly they left. The members arose 
and sorrowfully buried their deacon. 

What should they do? Should they go 
on worshiping God, and perhaps all be 
killed next Sabbath? Or would it be wiser 
to stop the meetings? 

“We shall go on worshiping God,” they 
said, and asked a man who had been an 
Adventist longer than any of the rest of 
them to be the new deacon. 

He knew that if he agreed, he would 
be the one the Mau Mau would kill first. 
“T will do it,” he said. 

Those African Adventists are still hold- 
ing their meetings on Sabbath afternoons. 
They have made only one change. They 
do not meet under the same tree every Sab- 
bath, but go to a different one from week 
to week. 

The devil hoped that through the Mau 
Mau he could stop the meetings and de- 
stroy the Adventists. But God has turned 
it all the other way around. When the 
believers go to a new place, other Africans, 
curious to see what is going on, come and 
attend, so that today there are more church 
members than before. If those Africans can 
be so faithful in the face of death, should 
not we serve God better too? 


Your friend, 


a Wesel 





























UNCLE ARTHUR'S STORY 





The Billfold That Wouldn't Sink 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


Author of “Uncle Arthur’s Bedtime Stories,” “The 
Children’s Hour With Uncle Arthur,” etc. 


i have probably read the story in the 
Bible about the iron ax head that floated. 
That was very wonderful, and I can’t explain 
how it happened. But I can tell you a story 
like it-—about the billfold that wouldn’t sink. 

It was a beautiful day, with brilliant sun- 
shine and not a cloud in sight, so Daddy 
decided to take all the family up to the lake 
for a picnic. Some friends went along, too, 
so it made a very happy party. 

As soon as a nice spot to camp had been 
found, Daddy and the older boys went to 
the boathouse and hired a rowboat. In no 
time at all they were out on the lake, row- 
ing for all they were worth. When they got 
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tired they made for the sandy beach, where 
the ladies were busy getting the meal ready. 
Jumping out of the boat, Daddy and the 
boys anchored it securely and hurried over 
to the fire, where some very nice-smelling 
things were cooking. Hungry as could be, 
they were mighty pleased to find such a 
good meal on the way. Mamma hadn't seen 

Daddy so happy in a long time. 
Then something happened that spoiled 
everything. Daddy started feeling in the 
To page 20 


A small black square thing was bobbing up and down 
on the waves. What could it be? Mother rowed over. 
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Strange sights appeared in the sky. A 


 Yevgeve stood by the old rain barrel, bucket 
in hand, gazing far off as if in a trance. 
She was thinking about the time when as a 
little girl she had dropped her bucket and 
run to the house for her mother when the 
water in the old rain barrel had been cov- 
ered with an oily film. It had never happened 
again. For years her own little girl had gone 
for the water, and now her granddaughter 
would run with the bucket when she came 
to visit on the old farm. She often thought 
of the words of Jesus that her father had 
read to the family so many times after that 
Dark Day: “Immediately after the tribula- 
tion of those days shall the sun be darkened, 
and the moon shall not give her light, and 
the stars shall fall from heaven” (Matt. 24: 
29). 
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“table” shone over Niagara Falls, shooting stars in all directions. 


It was evening. As she gazed up into the 
sky she wondered whether the stars would 
fall soon. Would she see them? She picked 
up the water pail and returned to the house. 
She prepared a simple supper of corn bread, 
applesauce, and milk for herself and her hus- 
band. While she tidied up the kitchen he 
finished the outside chores. 

“Beautiful clear night,” he said when he 
came in. Holding his cold hands over the 
cookstove, he rubbed them together to warm 
them. 

Susan gathered up her knitting from the 
basket, sat in the little rocker by the stove, 
and pulled the lamp over nearer the edge 
of the table. Occasionally one or the other 
of the two spoke, or Pa read aloud from the 
farm journal he was enjoying. Susan’s knit- 
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ting needles clicked, and the teakettle on the 
back of the stove whistled a merry tune. It 
wasn't long until they picked up the lamp, 
and closing the stove dampers, prepared for 
the night. Susan blew out the lamp, and soon 
two tired old folks were fast asleep. 

About two o'clock in the morning Susan 
felt a hand on her shoulder. Her husband was 
calling, “Susan, the stars are falling!” From 
her bed she could see that the whole sky 
was ablaze with dazzling streaks of light. 
Quickly they dressed and hurried across the 

road to her brother Dick’s home, where al- 
Oe his large family and the farm hands 


News of the various reactions by the peo- 
ple and of the sights in other areas reached 
the homes by means of the newspapers and 
personal letters. Bit by bit Susan learned that 
the stars were seen to fall all over North 
America. Among the unusual displays wit- 
nessed was one over Niagara Falls, where 
a body of light shaped like a square table 
remained almost stationary while streams 
of light shot from it. Over Poland, Ohio, 
a body of light in the form of a pruning 
hook approximately twenty feet long seemed 
to hang in the northeast for more than an 
hour, and then finally settled toward the 


GOD'S SKYWRITING 


By MRS. STANLEY M. JEFFERSON 


were gathered on the front lawn. Breathless 
they stood, too full of wonder to speak. It 
seemed that the whole heavens were in mo- 
tion. The scene far surpassed in grandeur 
and magnificence the greatest human imag- 
ination. One by one some of the group would 
go into the house to warm fingers and toes, 
only to return to gaze more awestruck than 
ever. 

The stars seemed to radiate in all direc- 
tions “from a point in the heavens near the 
zenith, and following the arch of the sky 
towards the horizon.” There seemed to be 
three general types of falling stars. The most 
common were the fine fiery lines resembling 
showers of snow being blown swiftly through 
the sky. Others appeared as fireballs fleet- 
ing through the sky, leaving luminous trails 
of white or brilliant colors. These were of 
different sizes, one even appearing nearly 
as large as the moon. Less common were 
the undefined bodies of various sizes and 
shapes that remained stationary for varying 
periods of time. 

After hours of watching the constantly 
changing panorama, the farmers realized it 
was time to care for the livestock, yet they 
could not tear their eyes from the scene. 
With the brightness of the coming day the 
fireworks ceased, and the greatest heavenly 
display in history faded forever. 


horizon. The inhabitants of Charleston, South 
Carolina, witnessed a meteor of extraordinary 
size explode like a cannon after coursing the 
heavens for some time. 

Many viewed the scene with great fear 
that the world was coming to an end. For 
example, in one town a shoemaker and a 
carpenter threw their tools into the street, 
declaring that the Lord was coming, and 
they wouldn’t need them any more. In the 
South many of the slaves on the plantations 
were panic stricken. 

Susan was among the many who turned to 
their Bibles and read: “The stars of heaven 
fell unto the earth, even as a fig tree casteth 
her untimely figs, when she is shaken of a 
mighty wind” (Rev. 6:13). 

On November 13, 1833, another hour 
struck on God's great timepiece, and in the 
sky He wrote the warning of His soon return 
in “power and great glory.” God had used 
beauty and magnificent splendor to warn 
the world of Jesus’ return. The next great 
sign in the sky will be one only those who 
have no cherished sins in their hearts can 
behold. Very soon “shall appear the sign 
of the Son of man in heaven: and then shall 
all the tribes of the earth mourn, and they 
shall see the Son of man coming in the 
clouds of heaven with power and great 
glory.” 
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TWO GOALS TO REACH 


/ By BETTY 


STIRLING 





CHAPTER 4: TROUBLE 


ON THE SCHOOL BUS 





fe WAS the last day of school before Hal- 
loween, which would come on a Sunday 
night. There was the usual jostling, shoving, 
and tormenting at the corner where the stu- 
dents from Dave's neighborhood waited in 
the afternoon for the bus. 

Clayton and his gang had been getting 
rowdier every day. In fact, they had been 
so rough on the bus that the transit company 
had put a “school special” on this run to 
keep from losing passengers on its regular 
buses. Some grownups had refused to ride 
on buses carrying the junior-high crowd to 
their homes in the suburbs. 

The school special was an old bus taken 
out of retirement. Dave called it the “cracker- 
box special.” The names that Clayton and 
some of the other rowdies called it weren't 
that complimentary. 

Finally they had all crowded into the 
bus and found seats. Dave and Carl and 
Roger were near the front playing tick- 
tack-toe on the back page of Roger’s note- 
book. They played several nights a week 
on their way home and kept track of their 
scores. Carl was ahead, so he and Roger 
played the first game. 

The bus was noisy, as usual, but the three 
didn’t pay much attention. Six or eight of 
the girls across from them were practicing 
their glee club songs, and Dave could hear 
scuffing at the back of the bus, where Clay- 
ton reigned. 
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Suddenly Carl yelled, “Ouch!” and looked 
around, rubbing his ear. “Quit hitting me!” 
he said to Dave. 

“I didn’t hit you,” said Dave, but he 
couldn’t see who else would be doing it. 

Then one of the girls across the aisle 
shrieked and held her neck. 

“What's going on?” asked Dave. “I can’t 
see anything.” 

Then he felt something hit the back of 
his neck and go down his shirt. He wriggled 
around until he shook it to the floor. 

“A bean!” exclaimed Carl, picking it up. 
“A baby navy bean at that. Who's shooting 
navy beans around here? Boy, last year the 
driver really told some of those guys off 
for shooting beans on the bus.” 

Soon there were more shrieks from other 
students as many were hit by the tiny beans. 
Dave was hit several times. He had an idea 
that Clayton was doing most of the bean 
shooting, but he could never catch him at it 
when he looked around. 

The bus driver glanced around several 
times, but said nothing. Finally they chugged 
slowly up the last hill before coming to the 
area where most of them lived. By now there 
were beans all over the bus. Then Dave 
heard a swishing noise, and something hit his 
foot. He looked down, and to his horror saw a 
sack of the little beans. The sack had torn, 
and the beans had scattered around. A bean 
shooter was stuck into the sack. 




















Dave saw that the bag of beans had been thrown un- 
der his seat. Would he be blamed for shooting them? 


The bus driver parked the bus at the crest 
of the hill and locked the door. 

An uneasy silence fell over the bus. Dave 
wondered what the long-suffering driver in- 
tended to do. 

The driver got up, and with a grim look 
on his face, marched slowly back through the 
aisle, peering from side to side. Dave knew 
he must have seen the bag of beans under 
his seat, but the expression on his face 
didn’t change. 

He returned to his seat and took a maga- 
zine from the metal box beside him. “Well, 
folks,” he announced, “we're going to sit 
here until every bean is picked up.” With 
that he opened the magazine and began to 
read. 

Dave was horrified. There must be thou- 
sands of beans scattered over the bus. And 
this was Friday afternoon, with not even 
an hour and a half left until Sabbath right 
now! 

For a little while nobody moved, and the 
bus driver kept on reading. 

“I don’t see why everyone has to pick up 
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beans,” grumbled one of the girls. “Hey, 
you, driver! Make the ones who shot them 
pick them up.” 

The bus driver didn’t even look up. 

“You see where the sack is,” said Clay- 
ton, squatting down in the aisle to see under 
the seats. 

“Oh, yeah?” snapped Carl. “You know 
well enough that we didn’t shoot any beans.” 

“There's the evidence,” Clayton sneered. 
“You think I’m going to clean up after you 
guys?” He sat back in the seat as if he didn’t 
care whether he camped all night. 

Dave squirmed. He didn’t see why he 
should pick up beans that Clayton had shot 
and then blamed on someone else. And yet 
There was no use arguing about it— 
that wouldn't pick up the beans or make any 
friends, either. What was it the golden rule 
said? “Whatsoever ye would that men should 
do unto you, do ye even so to them.” Prob- 
ably he was the only one on the bus who 
claimed to be a Christian. Should he set a 
good example and start picking up the beans 

To page 19 
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Happy Birthday! 


This week JUNIOR GUIDE is one year old! 
I would like to extend to the editor of the 
JUNIOR GUIDE a great big hearty Happy Birth- 
day. Elder Maxwell, take a bow for your better 
than 28,000 subscribers, who with great eager- 
ness week by week await the arrival of the 
much-loved JUNIOR GUIDE. 

During this first year it has done much 
yawning and much stretching, for it started 
out with no subscribers at all, and has now 
passed the 28,000 mark. Its size has changed 
during this year, and now in our great family 
of periodicals, where we have such journals 
as the Review and Herald, Our Little Friend, 
Youth's Instructor, Life and Health, and so 
forth, the JUNIOR GUIDE has taken its full and 
proper place. 

To each of the thousands of Juniors who 
week by week read the JUNIOR GUIDE, I want 
to say, Use JUNIOR GUIDE in missionary work. 
Why not send a gift subscription for a birth- 
day present to some friend you dearly love? 
And if there are Juniors in your church who do 
not have the JUNIOR GUIDE, make sure they get 
it. I would like to be able to count on you to 
see that the JUNIOR GUIDE goes to every Junior 
you know. 

And now, to each of you and to your genial 
editor, Elder Maxwell, Happy Birthday. And by 
this time next year, well, just watch us grow. 


R. J. CHRISTIAN. 
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| @ BUFO, THE BUG CATCHER 
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4 UPPOSE your tongue were fastened in the 
front of your mouth instead of in the 
back. And suppose that your tongue, instead 
of being about three inches long, were three 
feet long; in fact, so long that you had to 
fold it up in your mouth in order to get it 
all in. Suppose that instead of being red 
and moist, the end of your tongue had on 
it an oval disc covered with a sticky sub- 
stance. Suppose that instead of having “spit” 
glands to keep your mouth moist, you had 
large humps on the back of your shoulders 
that would make a very bitter juice looking 
like soapsuds. 

If you had these characteristics plus a few 
more, you wouldn’t be you at all, but would 
be instead an oversized toad. 

Bufo (the toad’s scientific name) is one 
of nature’s greatest bug catchers. His pecul- 
iar tongue is the reason why. Bufo can dart 
his tongue out almost the length of his body 
to catch the unwary insect on the sticky pad 
at the tongue’s end. Cutworms, potato bee- 
tles, chinch bugs, earthworms, ants, slugs, 
in fact almost any small animals that move, 
are captured by Bufo’s long tongue. 

Catch a toad and put it in a box where 
you can watch it eat, then drop a big “grub” 
or a June bug down in front of the toad, and 
you will see this wonderful tongue in action. 
When the toad sees the insect it will blink 
its golden eyes, lean a little forward, and 
“snap!” the insect disappears before your 
eyes so fast that it takes a few seconds for 
you to realize what happened. 

The big glands on Bufo’s shoulders are 
sometimes called warts, and many super- 
stitious people believe that if they touch 


these glands, they themselves will get warts 
all over their hands. This is not true. The 
milky, soapy juice that comes from the 
glands is, however, very bitter to any animal 
that grabs the toad to eat. Once the animal 
tastes this stuff it immediately releases the 
toad and leaves Bufo respectfully alone. 
Snakes do eat toads, however, and appar- 
ently don’t mind the bitter taste. 

In China the skin of toads is used as a 
medicine. You may think this funny, but 
the skin really does contain a small amount 
of drug called adrenalin, which increases 
man’s blood pressure. 

Bufo has a long life span. If none of his 
enemies eat him first, he may live to be 
thirty-six years old. 

Respect this homely little creature of God 
and learn to appreciate him as did the poet 
Shakespeare when he described the eyes of 
the toad as “tiny golden jewels.” 


ou A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 





Bufo sits waiting, with his tongue carefully coiled 
in his mouth, ready to shoot at a tasty insect. 
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L The Talking Nail 


By MARYANE G. MYERS 


NOT going to Sab- 
bath school today!” 
Alfred muttered to him- 
self. It was too awful 
to say aloud. But the 
words were in his mind 
like oversized billboards proclaiming rebel- 
lion. 

“I’m going to stay home from church and 
do what I want to do. I'll play ball and 
go for a hike. Maybe I'll even take a swim.” 

He climbed out of bed and looked at the 
boy in the dresser mirror. “Poor fellow, you 
are going to be terribly ill—for an hour, 
or at least until it is too late to go to Sab- 
bath school.” The freckled face in the glass 
began to grin. 

“People with fever have red faces,” he 
continued, vigorously rubbing his cheeks 
and forehead. The results were gratifying; 
soon he was as ruddy as a ripe apple. At 
the sound of footsteps he hopped back into 
bed and tousled his hair. 

Mother opened the door. “You must get 
up or we shall be late, Alfred,” she said. 

“Ooooh!” moaned Alfred. 

Mother hurried to his side. “What is the 
matter, dear?” 

“Oh-oooh!” Alfred moaned again. He 
couldn’t think of anything else to say. 

Mother placed a gentle hand on his fore- 
head. “Your face is flushed, but you don’t 
seem to have fever,” she said. 

“I—I feel terrible!” Alfred gasped. 

“Perhaps I should call Dr. Grayson.” 
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Alfred shook his head. “I don’t need a 
doctor—just a little more rest. I’m tired all 
over.” 

“Well, breakfast is ready now. You'll feel 
better after you eat.” 

“No,” he moaned again. “I don’t want to 
eat. 

“You must be ill,’ Mother said. “I don’t 
believe you should leave your bed today. 
Martha and I will stay home from Sabbath 
school and take care of you.” 

Alfred shook his head. “Please don’t do 
that, Mother. You have a class to teach, 
and Martha enjoys the kindergarten. I'll be 
all right if I just take it easy.” 

“I wish your father could have been home 
this weekend to take Martha to Sabbath 
school. She is so disappointed when she has 
to stay home. But I can always get some- 
one to teach my class for me,” she mused. 

“Mother, please go,” Alfred insisted. “I'll 
be all right. I'll have a glass of milk, stay 
in bed, and feel better soon.” 

“You look better already,’ Mother said. 
“Perhaps it would be all right to leave you 
for the morning.” 

And that was the way Alfred made his 
wish come true. A free Sabbath morning— 
no white shirt and necktie—no songs to 
sing—no lesson or sermon. “I’m as free as 
a bird in the air,’ he told himself. “I think 
I'll see how much fun I can cram into the 
morning hours.” The moment Mother left 
the house he was out of bed. 

The cooky jar was his first stopping place. 





























He frosted the cookies thickly with straw- 
berry jam and ate to his heart's content, 
washing the cookies down with several 
glasses of milk. “That’s my idea of a fine 
breakfast,” he said, trying not to notice the 
sensation in the pit of his stomach which 
closely resembled two boys wrestling on the 
grass, thrashing one way and then another. 
“Maybe I ate too much,” he admitted. “But 
that’s all right. I'll forget it in the fresh air.” 

And he did. To his disappointment, how- 
ever, he found that the Tilton boys hadn't 
Qu: from vacation, and he sat on their 

ront porch for five minutes before he could 
decide what he wanted to do next. 

There wasn't any use to call some of his 
other friends, for they would be in Sabbath 
school at this hour. He remembered a couple 
of girls who lived on the other side of his 
home, and several small boys across the 
street, but he didn’t want to play with them. 

“I think I shall go for a hike,” he decided, 
and hurried down the street. 

It was a beautiful morning, the last of 
summer, with a touch of coolness in the 
air. As he walked along he noticed the 
smooth green lawns and gay flowers. God's 
love could not be denied. It spoke to him 


Shoes off, Alfred walked quickly along the high 
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from every tree he passed; each fragrant 
rose reminded him of the Creator's hand. 
And the Creator reminded him of the Sab- 
bath. 

“I'm not having a very good time,” he 
reflected. “If I only had somebody to play 
with, I wouldn’t feel so lonesome.” 

He continued his walk, which led to the 
woods. It was always fun to go to the woods. 
He liked to climb trees, watch for birds, 
pretend that he was lost and find his way 
out. Yes, it was fun—when his family or 
friends were along. But not today, all by 
himself. Aimlessly he wandered about, 
climbed up a tree, and climbed back down 
again. 

“I don’t know what's the matter with me. 
This isn’t any more fun than being in Sab- 
bath school,” he told himself. 

Suddenly he remembered another place. 
“T'll have a good time there!” he exclaimed, 
aloud. 

The place he had in mind was a new house 
under construction not far from his home. 
Why hadn’t he thought of it before? 

In a short time he was walking up a wide 
plank into the front entrance of the un- 
finished house. To page 19 


rafter. But the talking nail was about to speak! 
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Things to Look for in AUTUMN 
By HARRY BAERG 
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SA's 


By BERT RHOADS 


ID you ever meet an SA? Let me tell 

you about some. 

An old gentleman many, many years ago 
was coming to the home of his daughter, 
whom he hadn't seen for many years. As he 
neared her home he went by a schoolhouse. It 
was recess time, and the boys thought it 
would be great fun to throw clods of dirt at 
this queer-looking old man. One of the boys 
threw a stone, striking the old man on the 
head. When he reached his daughter’s home 
he had to lie down at once, for his wounded 
head was hurting him greatly. That after- 
noon, when the boy who had thrown the 
stone arrived home from school he learned 
that the old gentleman he had hurt was his 
grandfather. How ashamed the family was 
of this boy. He was an SA. His grandfather 
had plenty of money and had brought him 
a beautiful watch. His parents decided that 
he should not have it until he had fully 
proved that he was no longer an SA. 

Another story of those old days is of an- 
other old man, a cripple. He had come to 
his homeland after a long voyage overseas. 
He hadn't seen his wife or children for years. 
He had stopped to rest under a tree near his 
home. Being very tired, he fell asleep. A boy 
came by and noticed that the old man’s 
crutch was broken. While the old man slept 
this boy mended the crutch with a strong, 
close wrapping of stout twine. When the 
old sailor awoke and saw how nicely the 
boy had fixed his crutch, he said, “I am 
nearing my home. I haven’t seen my family 
for years. How happy I shall be if I find 
a son of mine as kindly and gentlemanly 
as you are.” And this mender of the crutch 
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turned out to be the sailor’s own son. That 
boy was wot an SA. 

I have spent almost a lifetime teaching 
school, so have had some SA’s to deal with. 
I am happy to say they have been few. No 
boy really wants to be an SA. Though God 
loves the SA’s, I’m sure He doesn’t love what 
they do. 

I remember very distinctly one first day 
in a district school of the long ago. A pure, 
unadulterated SA stalked into the room. His 
shoes were muddy, and he had purposely 
walked into some filthiness to make his foot- 
wear more offensive. With his hat cocked 
on one side of his head, his nose long a 
stranger to a much-needed handkerchief, he 
strode to my desk, leaving a trail of mud and 
filth. He was anxious for me to see him, and 
of course I was too stupid to be impressed. 
At the rear of the room he jerked his thumb 
back over his shoulder and said to a school- 
mate, “Is that fixin’ back there the teacher?” 

But he wasn’t so bad. When neither the 
teacher nor the better pupils were impressed 
with his importance, he came into line and 
turned out to be a pretty good boy. 

That same morning another little fellow 
walked up to my desk, his books under his 
arm, his hat in his hand, and a smile on his 
face as he said, “I am Clarence Sheldon, 
and I’m coming to your school.” And I said, 
“That is just fine, Clarence.” Then he asked 
me what desk I would have him take, and I 
told him he could go anywhere he pleased. 

His reply was so pleasing. “I think I want 
to sit right close to you, so I am taking 
this seat nearest your desk.” I never changed 
Clarence’s choice. Shortly after school closed 
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Clarence died. I am hoping that in the glori- 
ous school of the hereafter Clarence will 
come again to take a seat close to mine. 

However, I have had some pretty tough 
SA’s to deal with. I remember one who per- 
formed at church. It delighted him to dis- 
turb the whole congregation. Once he took 
a little bell to church. His ringing of that 
bell perplexed the preacher. He stopped 
speaking and said he would wait till the bell 
ringing was over. This SA was getting more 
attention than the preacher. But when the 

reacher started again so did the bell. Soon 
he whole church was disgusted with that 
SA. 

There are SA’s mentioned in the Bible. 
Satan is the prince of SA’s. 

In Christ's day there was a band of SA’s 
called Pharisees. When Christ raised from 
the dead a man who had been four days in 
the tomb; when He stopped a funeral proces- 
sion and raised to life the son of a widow 
and gave him back to his mother; when He 
went through a village and healed every 
sick person there—did those Pharisees see 
that a guard was appointed to protect and 
shield Him? No, they did the SA thing— 
they crucified Him! 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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In Malachi there is men- 
tioned a class of people whose 
words have been stout against 
God—a people who say it is 
vain to serve God or to try 
to be decent. These are the 
SA’s. Another class are mentioned that fear 
the Lord. They are His jewels. The SA's are 
to be left outside the kingdom. The jewels 
are to be taken in. 

Shimei was an SA of David's day. He 
threw dirt and cursed the king. Some of 
David’s men wanted to go and take off his 
head. David said No. This SA was to be 
ignored for the present. Later, when he 
played another SA trick, he lost his life. 
Read about him in 2 Samuel 16:5-14 and 
1 Kings 2:36-46. Of all the horrible names 
that have been given babies, I have never 
heard of one being named Shimei. 

Another SA in the Bible is Jezebel— 
which shows girls are sometimes SA’s too. 
She thought she could disobey everything 
the prophet told her. As a result, the dogs 
ate her dead body. 

Probably by now you have guessed what 
an SA is. He’s a Smart Aleck. No one likes 
an SA. Be sure you aren't one. 








The crutch of the sleeping sailor was broken. Kneel- 
ing quietly, the boy mended it with strong string. 
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Making a Switch 


By 


SWITCH will make it much easier for 

you to perform your electrical experi- 
ments. There are hundreds of different kinds, 
but we shall make a very simple one that 
will work very well for our needs. 

Get a block of wood, some small nails, a 
hammer, and a No. 2 can of fruit juice. First, 
drink the juice! Then cut out top and bot- 
tom of the can. If you don’t have a pair of 
tin snips, you could probably fold and ham- 
mer one of these ends into the shape you 
need. However, much better results can be 
obtained with a pair of tin snips. 

Cut the can from top to bottom, flatten 
the metal, and cut a strip an inch wide. 

Drive a small nail part way into the 
wooden block. Drive another nail (a carpet 
tack is best) through the end of the metal 
strip, and fasten it to the block in such a 
position that the other end hits the first nail 
you put in (see Fig. 10-A). Before driving 
the second nail all the way in, wrap the end 
of a piece of electric wire around it, then 
finish hammering the nail in. The wire will 
be firmly secured to it. Your switch is 
finished. Wrap the end of another piece of 
wire to the other nail, and connect to bat- 
teries and lights. 

The worst of this switch is that one wire 
will keep on falling off, and the other wire 





16 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


LEONARD MITCHELL 





is On so tight you can’t get it off even when 
you want to. 


This difficulty is taken care of by attaching 
the wires with bolts and nuts instead of 
nails. Figure 10-B shows a switch made for 
this. Holes for the nuts are made by drilling 
up from underneath with a bit just large 
enough for the nut, so it fits snugly and will 
not turn. As soon as the tip of the drill shows 
through the top of the wood, stop, take out 
that drill, and finish the hole with a bit just 
large enough for the bolt. 

A hole is made in the tin for the bolt to 
pass through. I used a large nail set for this, 
placing the tin on a piece of scrap wood and 
driving the nail set through it as if I were 
pounding a nail. A large nail might work 
as well. 

Notice that three nuts are used on each 
bolt. The bottom two hold the bolt steady, 
keeping it fastened tight to the tin and the 
wooden block. The top nut is free to move 
up and down, and is screwed down on the 
wire to hold it in place. 

The wooden block I used was six inches 
long and about two inches wide. 

This switch will be very convenient for 
sending code messages over the buzzer | 
will tell you how to make next weck. 
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Who Was He? 7 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS “ (4 


He was a servant. 

He ran away from his master, and was later con- 
verted under the labors of Paul. 

Paul sent him back to his master with a letter 


? pleading that he accept him, not as a servant but 
& es as a brother beloved. 
Paul wrote in his letter, “If he hath wronged thee, 


or oweth thee ought, put that on mine account; 
... | will repay it.” 


Tf 
Who Said It? : 
By RILLA BOYNTON |/ (// 


. “If | perish, | perish” (Esther 4:16). 

2. “Prove thy servants, | beseech thee, ten days; 
and let them give us pulse to eat, and water to 
drink” (Dan. 1:12). 

3. “Take me up, and cast me forth into the sea; 
so shall the sea be calm unto you” (Jonah 1:12). 

4. “How long halt ye between two opinions? if the 

O Lord be God, follow him: but if Baal, then follow 

him” (1 Kings 18:21). 

| 5. “For there is no restraint to the Lord to save 

; by many or by few” (1 Sam. 14:6). 

6. “Speak; for thy servant heareth” (1 Sam. 3:10). 

7. “Forty years old was | when Moses the servant 
of the Lord sent me from Kadesh-barnea to espy 

h out the land” (Joshua 14:7). 

y; 8. “As for me and my house, we will serve the 

e Lord” (Joshua 24:15). 

9. “Tell him, Let not him that girdeth on his 
harness boast himself as he that putteth it off” 

(1 Kings 20:11). 

10. “Art not thou a valiant man? and who is like to 

es thee in Israel? wherefore then hast thou not 

kept thy lord the king?” (1 Sam. 26:15). 


ar 
; Hidden Bible People 
By ALEX FRANZ\/— (4 
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Find the hidden names. The first is done for you. 
1. We marvel whiLE Viewing Grand Canyon (Gen. 


29:34). 
@ * . This is Sam’s only part on the program (Judges 
13:24). 


. We like Venice (1 Tim. 2:13). 
. Nan drew a prize (Luke 6:14). 
. Put on your hose and shoes (Hosea 1:1). 
. She sang her solo Monday (2 Sam. 5:14). 
Edna hummed nicely (Nahum 1:1). 
. Ada managed well (Job 31:33). 
. He enjoys strawberry jam especially (Mark 1: 
19). 


10. She’s the bravest hero of all (Esther 2:7). 
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Who Saw These Miracles? 
By ELLEN E. MORRISON / 


What men of the Bible saw these miracles happen? 

1. A bush was burning but was not consumed 
(Ex. 331; 2). 

2. Water flowed from the jawbone of an ass 
(Judges 15:19). 

3. The walls of a city suddenly fell to the ground 
(Joshua 6:2, 20). 

4. His rod turned into a serpent before Pharaoh 
(Ex. 7:10). 

5. A path opened through the sea when he 
stretched out his hand (Ex. 14:21). 


Church Window / 
By REUBEN S. DE LONG tC 


Go in at one arrow and come out at the other. 























= 


















































Ty 
Lie. (i 























































































































= NTS|llin 
aa ele 








ANSWERS 
“SOSOW “SG ‘uoueY “p ‘enysof “¢ 
‘uoswieg “Z ‘SOSOW “| :,,éS2}2e4 BS94_ MES OUM,, 
“s944SQ “OL ‘Sowel 6 
‘wepy “g ‘wnyeN “2 ‘uoWojOS “9 ‘easoH “GS ‘Maspuy ‘pb 
‘aay “€ ‘wosmes “Z ‘1A9Z “| :,,2}d09q a1G!g UAPPIH,, 
“piaeg ‘OL 
‘qeyy “6 ‘enysof “g ‘qajed “2 ‘janweg “9 ‘ueyjyeuo{ “¢ 
“yelyg “p ‘yeuof “E ‘jaueg Z ‘4944SZ “L :..241 PIES OUM,, 
“(UOWaTIYd) SMUWISOUO :,,.29H SEA OUAM,, 


OCTOBER 6, 1954 / 17 

















THE NEWEST 
AND FINEST 
FROM THE 

PEN OF 

UNCLE ARTHUR 






















© The choicest narratives NEARLY 300 STORIES IN SEVEN VOLUMES 
from the Book of books. Covering the entire Bible from Genesis to Revelation 





© Genntifet Ghuetoations te The complete set of seven volumes of THE BIBLE 


four colors at every open- STORY will provide the widest coverage of any Bible story- 
book on the market today. All stories are told in language 
that the modern family can both understand and enjoy. All 
ginal. ¢ Adapted to the take on new charm as the author fills in little details often 
needs and enjoyment of overlooked. 


ing—full page and mar- 


b id girls of today. 
eee eee ee VOL. I—THE BOOK OF BEGINNINGS 
VOL. II—MIGHTY MEN OF OLD 
Place your order today for VOL. III—TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS 

any one or all of the above 

volumes—better still, order 


the complete set of seven > e 
books. Each book wi be =» @peeial Price, $2.97 each 
sent promptly when ready 
eahaek aaa wand Postpaid to the Readers 

of This Publication 
Watch for announcement 
of succeeding volumes. Regular Price, $4.75 per volume. Higher in Canada 





ORDER BLANK 


Church Missionary Secretary 
Book and Bible House 





Please Send Me 
copy (ies) THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME |! @ $2.97 
copy (ies) THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME 1! @ $2.97 
copy (ies) THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME II! @ $2.97 
Sales Tax Where Necessary 
Total Enclosed — 
v Please accept my order for the entire set of seven volumes. Send Volume I or 
olume II or Volume III or all three as indicated above—the succeeding .olumes 
as they appear. I will make prompt remittance for each volume. I understand that I 
may cancel this set order at any time 
NAME 
ADDRESS 


CITT ...... . ZONE STATE 





Se ae 


Order From Your 


BOOK AND BIBLE 
Review and Herald Publishing 
Takoma Park, Washington 


18 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





» © 
df 


Two Goals to Reach 
From page 7 


himself? Maybe Clayton wouldn't have shot 
them if he had known the bus driver would 
do this. 

“We've been here ten minutes,” announced 
the bus driver. “I brought my supper, and 
we're not moving until every bean is picked 
up.” He went on reading again. 

Dave stood up. “Come on, fellows, let’s 
all pick them up. I want my supper tonight, 
and I’m sure you do, too. Let’s see who can 
pick up the most.” He knelt down and began 
stuffing beans into his pockets. 

“If he’s going to pick them up, so am I,” 
said Carl. “Come on, the rest of you. You 
know we didn’t shoot them.” 

He and Roger began picking up the tiny 
beans, and soon most of the other students 
began to help. Clayton and Don still sat 
with folded arms and sneers on their faces, 
but they didn’t say anything. 

Dave stood up at last. “I think we're done,” 
he said, feeling his bulging pockets. “Thanks 
a lot for the beans, Clayton. They'll make 
good soup.” 

The rest of the students roared at this. 
Even the bus driver grinned as he went down 
the aisle again to be sure all the beans were 
off the floor. 

“Forty-five minutes,” he said. “Pretty good 
time, I'd say, for five pounds of navy beans.” 
He stopped in front of Clayton and Don, 
who hadn't picked up any beans. “You two 
fellows will get a free ride with me tonight 
back to the office. The manager will have 
something to say to you.” 

“But—but the beans weren’t around our 
seats,” stammered Clayton. “They were un- 
der Dave's.” 

“I know,” said the driver, “but you for- 
get that I have a rear-view mirror to see 
what goes on in here. I watched you shoot 
them.” 

When the bus finally let him off, Dave 
raced from the corner to his house. So little 
time left to get ready for the Sabbath! 

He told his mother and Romola what 
had happened as he emptied the beans from 
his pockets into a pan. 

“You did right to begin picking up the 
beans even if you weren't at fault,” his 
mother said approvingly. 

“Someone had to begin,” said Dave. “I 
didn’t want to sit there all night—and that 


driver is just stubborn enough to make 
us do it, too. Besides, everyone on the bus 
knows that I’m a Seventh-day Adventist. I 
might as well live up to it. What was that 
text Elder Curry had us repeat one Friday 
night? ‘Be thou an example of the believers, 
in word, in conversation, in charity, in spirit, 
in faith, in purity.’” 

“That's right, Dave.” His mother nodded. 
“The best way to share your faith is to live 
it.” 

Dave hurried up to his room to clean up 
for the Sabbath. He hoped that he had shown 
himself a Christian by his actions on the 
bus. 


(Next week: Free Tickets to the Movie. ) 


The Talking Nail 
From page 11 


Since it was Saturday, the carpenters were 
not on the job. “I can have the place to my- 
self,” Alfred gloated. 

He removed his shoes and climbed to the 
exposed rafters. He walked along, maintain- 
ing good balance. “Good enough to brag 
about. I wish some of the fellows were here 
to see if they could do as well,” he boasted. 

Tired of rafter walking, he swung down 
to a window ledge and viewed the surround- 
ing neighborhood. “This isn’t as much fun as 
I thought it would be,” he decided, and 
dropped to the floor. 

He had taken only one step away from 
the window when—"OW!” he cried in sud- 
den agony. Something had jabbed into his 
left foot with fiery pain. 

He fell to the rough floor and examined 
his foot. A ten-penny nail was sticking 
into the soft flesh of the sole of his foot. 
He firmly gripped the nail and jerked it 
out with another cry. 

He started to throw the nail away, but 
a thought stopped him. The spike, lying in 
the palm of his hand, reminded him of some- 
thing—of a heavier spike and a nobler hand 
—the hand of Christ. 

Jesus knew how it felt to have metal 
driven through muscles of hands and feet. 
Not a smooth nail, but heavy, rough spikes. 
Jesus knew how it felt to die for those 
He loved—all mankind, and that included a 
boy named Alfred. “The Lord asks so little,” 
Alfred remembered. “If ye love me, keep 
my commandments.” The words came to his 
mind. 
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“What have I gained by breaking the 
fourth commandment?” Alfred reflected as 
he limped homeward. “A miserable, wasted 
morning and an injury.” 

Mother met him at the door. “We were 
so worried when we didn’t find you at home. 
Where have you been?” she asked, and kept 
her arms about him while he poured out 
his unhappy story of guilt and deception. 

“I never knew how much Sabbath school 
meant to me until today. I can’t get along 
without it very well,” he confessed. 

Alfred didn’t throw the nail away. Instead, 
he placed it in a prominent spot in his room, 
where he can see it often. Every time he 
looks at it, the nail tells him a story he 
never wants to forget. 


The Billfold That Wouldn’t Sink 
From page 3 


pockets of his trousers. Then he picked up 
his coat and felt through its pockets. 

“Looking for something?” asked Mamma. 

“Yes,” he said, with a worried look creep- 
ing over his face. “My billfold. I seem to 
have mislaid it. I am sure I brought it with 
me. 

“Sure you did,” said one of the boys. “You 
had it in your hand when you paid for the 
boat.” 

“Of course,” said Daddy. “Of course. But 
where did I put it?” 

“Maybe you dropped it in the boat when 
you took your coat off,” said Mamma. 

“Perhaps I did,” said Daddy, with a look 
of relief. “Let’s look in the boat.” 

They did. All of them. Never was a row- 
boat searched more carefully by so many 
people. But the billfold was not there. 

As they walked back to the fire Mamma 
whispered, “Did you have much money in 
it?” 

“Yes,” said Daddy. “That’s what is worry- 
ing me. I had all my money in it and all yours 
too. Those two weeks’ wages you got for 
nursing.” 

“Oh, dear!” said Mamma. “That’s terrible. 
I hope you find it. We couldn't afford to 
lose all that.” 

“But where do we look next?” asked 
Daddy helplessly. 

“You could have left it at the boathouse,” 
said someone. 
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“That’s right,” said Daddy. “I might have 
done that. I'll go and see.” 

So Daddy walked back to the boathouse, 
but the boatman said he hadn't seen it, and 
nobody had reported finding it. 

Sadly Daddy returned to the others. All 
the joy had gone out of the day for him. 
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SLEEP OUT 


By MARY GUSTAFSON 
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| had settled down to dreaming 
And was happy way inside, 
For here | was adventuring 
Where dark lay deep and wide. 


Then’ something came a padding 
And touched me on the ear. 

1 was kind of scared a minute 
And wished that Dad was near. 


But | somehow grabbed my courage 
And said, "Tommy don't you see, 
The white cat was just looking 
To be sure that it was me!" 


He needed that money badly. Very badly. 
And he kept blaming himself for bringing so 
much with him on a picnic trip. 

By the time he got back to the campsite 
the ladies were all in the boat, and the boys 
were pushing it off. 

“Did you find it?” Mamma called from 
the bow of the boat. 

“No, not a sign,” said Daddy. 

“T'll be praying,” said Mamma. 

“I'm afraid it’s not much use,” he said. 
Yet he prayed too, asking God, if it should 
be His will, that the billfold might be found. 
Then he strode up and down the shore, 
watching the boat as it glided farther and 
farther away. 

The lake was smooth as glass, the only rip- 











ples being made by passing boats. Mamma 
and the others enjoyed their trip immensely, 
their happiness marred only by the thought 
that poor Daddy was so worried about his 
lost billfold. 

The sun was sinking now, and the lake 
was becoming more and more beautiful as 
the glorious shades of sunset were reflected 
in its calm waters. 

By and by the wonderful stillness was 
broken by the toot of a large motor launch 
that seemed to be coming straight toward 
hem. Crowded with passengers, with its 

: @::: and banners it made a gay sight. As 
it drew near it veered off to the right, and 
the little rowboat went bouncing over the 
waves it left behind. 

Suddenly a dark object appeared on the 
crest of a wave. It was squarish, and oddly 
familiar. 

I don’t know who saw it first, but some- 
one said, “Look at that strange thing in the 
water! Whatever is it?” 

- As it came close to the boat, Mamma 
reached over the side and picked it up. 

“It’s Daddy’s billfold!” she cried, trem- 
bling with excitement. 

Then she opened it and looked for the 
money. It was all there. Very wet, it is true, 
but, as far as she could see, none was miss- 
ing. 

How the ladies rowed to the shore! When 
they drew near the beach, where Daddy 
was waiting for them, they shouted together, 
“We've found it! We've found it!” 

“Found what?” shouted Daddy. 

“Your billfold,” cried Mamma, holding 
it up for him to see. 

Daddy could hardly believe his eyes. 

“But why didn’t it sink?” he said, when he 
felt how wet and heavy it was. 

“I just don’t know,” said Mamma. 
all very wonderful.” 

And when they told the boatman, he was 
astonished. Holding the soggy billfold 
his hands, he said, “It’s nothing short of a 
miracle. It’s an act of God.” 

e Daddy and Mamma thought so too. 
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WHAT PAUL NEEDED. Paul’s ship got lost 
because the sailors depended on the sun and 
stars to guide them, and unfortunately, “nei- 
ther sun nor moon in many days appeared.” 
Ships still depend on the sun to help them de- 
termine their daily positions, and still get lost 
when the sky remains cloudy for a long pe- 


riod of time. Recently the Naval Research 
Laboratory developed a radar instrument that 
can “see” the sun through the clouds. If Paul 
had had one of them, his ship might not have 
been wrecked. 


LONGEST STRIKE ENDS. What was prob- 
ably the longest strike in history recently 
ended in Dublin, Ireland. It started when a 
store owner refused to hire union employees, 
and it lasted until the owner was dead. Union 
pickets were placed outside the shop to keep 
people away, but the place became so famous 
that many people came just to see the pickets, 
and the owner knew it was good business to 
have them outside. When the strike ended, it 
had been going on for fourteen years, eight 
months, and twenty-four days. 


TROUBLES FOR HOMERS. Homing pigeons 
are really having troubles these days. During 
a recent race of 8,000 homers in England, al- 
most every bird disappeared. In Germany and 
other places other thousands have been lost. 
No one knows just how pigeons find their way 
home, but there are some indications as to 
what can keep them from ever getting home. 
Ducks and crows flying near high-powered 
radar installations have been seen suddenly 
to “go crazy” and end up flying away in an 
entirely different direction. Is it possible that 
birds have little radio sets in their brains that 
tell them where home is, and that these get 
out of order when they pass too close to power- 
ful radio instruments? 
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I1l—How David Learned to Write the Psalms 


(OCTOBER 


Lesson Text: Psalms 121. 


Memory Verse: “Many are the afflictions of 
the righteous: but the Lord delivereth him out 
of them all” (Psalms 34:19). 


Guiding Thought 


“A few miles south of Jerusalem, ‘the city of 
the great King,’ is Bethlehem, where David, the 
son of Jesse, was born more than a thousand years 
before the infant Jesus was cradled in the manger, 
and worshiped by the wise men from the East. 
Centuries before the advent of the Saviour, David, 
in the freshness of boyhood, kept watch of his 
flocks as they grazed on the hills surrounding Beth- 
lehem. The simple shepherd boy sang the songs of 
his own composing, and the music of his harp 
made a sweet accompaniment to the melody of his 
fresh young voice. The Lord had chosen David, 
and was preparing him, in his solitary life with his 
flocks, for the work He designed to commit to his 
trust in after-years.” 

“The communion with nature and with God, 
the care of his flocks, the perils and deliverances, 
the griefs and joys, of his lowly lot, were not only 
to mould the character of David, and to influence 
his future life, but through the psalms of Israel’s 
sweet singer, they were, in all coming ages, to 
kindle love and faith in the hearts of God’s people, 
bringing them nearer to the ever-loving heart of 
Him in whom all His creatures live.’ —Patriarchs 
and Prophets, pp. 637, 642. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 

Read the lesson text and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 

David Learns to Face Hardships in His Youth 


1. What are we told of David at the time of 
his anointing? (1 Sam. 16:11-13.) 


2. In his conversation with King Saul before 
he fought Goliath, what experience with two 
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animals did David mention that had taught 
him to be courageous and to put his trust in 
God? (1 Sam. 17:34-37.) 

NOTE.—"God was teaching David lessons of 
trust. As Moses was trained for his work, so the 
Lord was fitting the son of Jesse to become the 
guide of His chosen people. In his watchcare for 
his flocks, he was gaining an appreciation of the 
care that the Great Shepherd has for the sheep of 
His pasture.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 644. 


3. When he stood before the mighty giant of 
the Philistines, how did David express his trust 
in God’s mighty power? (Verses 45, 47.) 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


How David Learned Dependence on God in His 
Young Manhood 


4. David’s musical gifts and his pleasing per- 
sonality won for him a place in the king’s 
court, where his harp playing soothed the king 
when evil spirits troubled him. But, as David 
gained popularity, how did the king’s attitude 
toward him change? (1 Sam. 18:29.) 


5. Because of the king’s hatred of him, David 
was forced to flee to the mountains for refuge. 
Many times King Saul pursued him and _ at- 
tempted to take his life. How did David de- 
scribe to Jonathan the danger of death that 
faced him? (1 Sam. 20:3.) 


6. What psalms about God’s never-failing help 
in those dangerous days did David compose and 
sing? (Psalms 18—notice introduction to psalm 
—and Psalms 120 and 121.) 


NOTE.—When the prophet Samuel, who had 
anointed him, and who had been his counselor, 
died, David felt even more at the mercy of the 
cruel king, who had to some extent been restrained 
by the prophet. “While the attention of Saul was 
engaged in mourning for the death of Samuel, 
David took the opportunity to seek a place of 
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greater security; so he fled to the wilderness of 
Paran. It was here that he composed the one hun- 
dred and twentieth and twenty-first psalms.” —Pa- 
triarchs and Prophets, p. 664. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
David Learns Through Punishment 


7. Of what crime was David guilty, in later 
years, when he was king? (2 Sam. 12:9.) 


NOTE.—Because he had fallen in love with the 
beautiful Bathsheba, David schemed to put her 
husband, Uriah, in the front of the battle, hoping 
that he would be killed, so that he could legally 
marry Bathsheba. His scheme succeeded. Uriah 
was killed, and David and Bathsheba were married. 

aS 8. What great sorrow came as a sore punish- 
ment for his sin? (Verses 15-18.) 

NOTE.—"When his child was stricken, David, 
with fasting and deep humiliation, pleaded for its 
life. He put off his royal robes, he laid aside his 
crown, and night after night he lay upon the earth, 
in heart-broken grief interceding for the innocent 
one suffering for his guilt.”’—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 722. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 


Learning Humiliation Through His _ Son’s 
Rebellion 
9. What sorrow did David’s son Absalom 


bring to him in his old age? (2 Sam. 15:10-14.) 


10. In the course of Absalom’s rebellion, what 
happened to him? (2 Sam. 18:9, 14, 15.) 


ll. How was David affected by the tidings 
of his son’s death? (Verse 33.) 

NOTE.—'The victorious army, returning from 
the field, approached the city, their shouts of tri- 
umph awaking the echoes of the hills. But as they 
entered the city gate, the shout died away, their 


Absalom was trying hard to escape, when his mule 
dashed under a tree, and Absalom’s head caught 
in a branch. The mule ran on, leaving him hanging. 
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banners drooped in their hands, and with down- 
cast gaze they advanced more like those who had 
suffered defeat than like conquerors. For the king 
was not waiting to bid them welcome, but from 
the chamber above the gate his wailing cry was 
heard, ‘O my son Absalom, my son, my son Absa- 
lom! would God I had died for thee, O Absalom, 
on son, my son!’”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 
3: 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
How David Learned to Take Disappointment 


12. What great thing did David want to do 
for God’s glory? (1 Chron. 17:1, 2. 

NoTE.—David wanted to build a permanent 
temple at Jerusalem in place of the tent in which 
the ark rested. For centuries the ark had been the 
worshiping center of Israel. 


13. How was he disappointed in this ambi- 
tion? (Verses 3, 4, 11, 12.) 

NOTE.—"Though the cherished purpose of his 
heart had been denied, David received the mes- 
sage with gratitude. ‘Who am I, O Lord God?’ he 
exclaimed, ‘and what is my house, that thou hast 
brought me hitherto? And this was yet a small 
thing in thy sight, O Lord God; but thou hast 
spoken also of thy servant's house for a great while 
to come;’ and he then renewed his covenant with 
God. 

“David knew that it would be an honor to his 
name, and would bring glory to his government, 
to perform the work that he had purposed in his 
heart to do; but he was ready to submit his will to 
the will of God. The grateful resignation thus 
manifested is rarely seen, even among Christians.” 
—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 712. 


14. Although he was not allowed to build the 
Temple himself, how did David exert every 

ower to help toward its building? (1 Chron. 
22:5, 9, 10, 14-16.) 


NoTE.—'"“With deepest interest the king had 
gathered the rich material for building and beau- 
tifying the temple. He had composed glorious an- 
thems that in after-years should echo through its 
courts.” —Patriarchs and Prophets, pp. 752, 753. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


In Patriarchs and Prophets, page 754, we read: 
“The psalms of David pass through the whole 
range of experience, from the depths of conscious 
guilt and self-condemnation to the loftiest faith 
and the most exalted communing with God. His 
life record declares that sin can bring only shame 
and woe, but that God’s love and mercy can reach 
to the deepest depths, that faith will lift up the 
repenting soul to share the adoption of the sons 
of God. Of all the assurances which His Word 
contains, it is one of the strongest testimonies to 
the faithfulness, the justice, and the covenant 
mercy of God.” 

Look through the book of Psalms and see some 
of these varied experiences that David writes 
about. Here are some of them: 

A psalm written when he was sick. Psalms 6. 

A psalm of thanksgiving for victory. Psalms 21. 

A psalm of confidence in God's care. Psalms 23. 

A psalm of repentance. Psalms 51. 

Psalms written when he was pursued by Saul. 


Psalms 63, 140. 
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1. The giraffe is found only in Africa south of the 
Sahara Desert. It was once common and appeared in 
large herds, but as a result of hunting it is now 
rare and even extinct over much of its former range. 
2. Its only living relative is the extremely rare okapi, 
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found only in the dense tropical forests of central 
Africa. 3. The exceptionally long neck of the giraffe 
has only seven bones in it. This makes it a bit hard 
to bend and gives him a stiffnecked look. The sea 
cow has six, the sloth six to eight, man has seven. 
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4. The horns of a giraffe are unusual in that they 
are covered with skin and have stiff hair on the 
tips. In the center of his forehead is a third horn- 
like bump that is quite large on some animals. 5. 
Raffe was born in a sheltered spot in the dry, open 
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bushland of Uganda. He was a gawky and long- 
legged fawn. 6. His horns were formed when he was 
born, but the bone inside them was soft and not 
attached to his skull. This made them hang down. 
In a few hours they stiffened and stood up properly. 




















7. Raffe’s mother was proud of him, and spent much 
of her time licking him and combing his short mane 
with her lips. 8. He was able to stand up and to 
nurse shortly after he was born. In animals like the 
giraffe it is important that the young should be 
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born fully formed and able to take care of them- 
selves, since they do not have the safety of a den 
or a nest to grow up in. Raffe was as tall and heavy 
as an average man when he was born. 9. The day 
after his birth the alert giraffe herd smelled danger. 





